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Chapter 2

second half of the one-shot


She avoided him altogether for four days.  During school, this wasn’t much of a change…though now she avoided the teasing secret looks he liked to give her across a room, just to make her blush.  But she stopped making excuses to leave the house to meet him in the evenings.  She saw his car idling at the curb down the block every night, but she just watched from the window until he gunned the engine and drove away.

She felt all mixed up inside.  She wasn’t sleeping, she couldn’t eat properly, and she felt the constant, inexplicable need to burst into tears, especially on the fourth night when there was no black DeSoto waiting for her down the street.  She blamed it on her monthlies.

But she worried all night about whether he was going to give up on her and go with someone else.  When she saw him at school, he looked strange.  Cold and distant and angry with everyone.

She spent the weekend at home, so moody that she overheard her father cursing the fact that he was blessed with two daughters.

All she wanted at this point was for Spike to forgive her.  But she was too proud to ask.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Buffy Summers was in Hell.  That, or a terrible terrible nightmare, that was too far out to be explained.  She looked back and forth between her mother and Spike, in a daze.

When she had imagined Spike coming back to her, it hadn’t looked anything like this.

Literally.

“—but I didn’t really start falling for her till I heard her thoughts on Yeats.  You have a brilliant daughter, Mrs. Summers.”

“Oh, William, that’s so sweet.  Isn’t that just lovely, Buffy?”

Buffy stared blankly at her mother.  Then her eyes slid to Spike—William—who was blinking angelically back at her.  He didn’t look like himself at all.  He was wearing a pressed button-down Oxford, his hair was loose in this curly mop that was really too dweeby to be named, and there wasn’t even a hint of cigarette smoke clinging to his skin or clothing.  He smelled like moth balls.  Probably because he’d mugged some loser’s granny for the outfit.

…Spike paid attention to what she said in class?  She thought he just stared at her chest while she talked.  Boys never took her seriously.

This was such a complete turn-around from the dangerous, sullen edginess lately that she had vertigo.

Buffy realized they were both staring at her and blurted, “He’s…something.”

Her mother’s look was full of reproach for her bad manners.  “Buffy!  You’ll have to forgive her, William.  She doesn’t mean anything by that.”

Yes, she did.  He was such a little sneak.  He had her mother scolding her while he…was he blushing?  He was!  He ducked his head and blushed, and then stuttered out, “That’s ok, Mrs. Summers.  Wouldn’t expect someone like Buffy to take to me, anyway.”
	
“Nonsense, William, you’re a lovely boy.  Buffy would love to go on a date with you.  Wouldn’t you, Buffy Anne?”

Uh-oh, whole name.  As her mother glared, ‘William’ watched her guilelessly, pitiful hope shining from big blue eyes.  

Oh, he was good.  Either really good, or Spike had an evil dope of a twin that she’d somehow never met.  She tamped down her temper at the fact that he had cornered her so effectively.  Now she had to see him, or she’d be in trouble with her parents.  

Never mind that she’d wanted him to talk to her again.  This was completely underhanded.

“Of course I would.”

The flash of smug mischief was gone by the time her mother looked back at Spike.  He smiled sweetly at her mother as she patted his arm.  “There, see?  And I think you’re just what Buffy needs.  I’m afraid her studies have been slipping recently.”

His eyes rounded with concern.  “Have they?”

Buffy crossed her arms, fuming.  

“I told her father she’s been spending time with those friends of hers too much, of late.  I know it’s unconventional, but we expect Buffy to excel academically.  We want her to go to college after she graduates.”

“She should!  I think it’s marvelous that you encourage her that way.”

Marvelous?!?!

“Well, I’ll feel so much better knowing that she’s spending weeknights studying with you, instead of hanging around the diner with her friends, rotting her brain with milkshakes and sighing over James Dean.”

Oh god.  Why did her mom have to bring that up?  Spike gave her a sly little look out of the corner of his eye.  “She likes his films?”

“She’s certainly been watching a lot of them lately.  Buffy, why don’t you walk William to the door?  I really should start dinner.”

They all stood.  “It was lovely meeting you, Mrs. Summers.”

“A pleasure to meet you.  I’m sure I’ll see you later.”  Buffy’s mother gave her a meaningful look.

Fuming, Buffy practically dragged Spike out into the front hall.

“What the heck was that all—”  He had her pinned against the door with a mouth full of tongue so quickly that she didn’t even have time to finish her outrage.  At first she tried to push him away…partly because he was a spiteful, underhanded jerk, and partly because her mother was only two rooms away.

But she could hear her mother banging pots in the kitchen, and then it didn’t matter, because…Spike and kissing and…wow.  Still wow.

Then he started getting a little too grabby, and she couldn’t let him think she was that easy for him after that stunt he just pulled, so she shoved him till he stumbled back a step.

His eyes were lit with mischief.  “I like it when you play rough, kitten.”  When he teased his tongue through the gap of a naughty grin, all of her lingering anger melted away until it was pooled down in her feet.

So she reared back and kicked him in the shins.  

It felt really good to finally do that.

His eyes flared comically and then he laughed so hard she had to cover his mouth so her mother wouldn’t hear.  When he pulled her hand away, he was still grinning.  “Turned you into a feisty little bint, haven’t I?”

She ignored that in favor of the issue at hand.  “William?”

When he grinned and dipped his head to mouth at her neck, she tried to push him away.  She didn’t push very hard.  “James Dean?” he countered, deep voice tickling her ear.

Her knees buckled a little when he sucked on her earlobe.  She couldn’t believe he was doing this in her parents’ house.  Her mother wouldn’t like him quite so much if she knew what sweet little William wanted to do.

But it felt good, and she let herself sigh a little.  When her hands met nothing but stiff cotton, she really wished he was wearing his leather jacket.  He had ruined her for guys who wore leather.

And he knew it, the jerk.

She tried to stay on track.  “How could you go through my mother like that?  That was horrible of you.”

“You were being too bloody stubborn.”  Oh, because he was a total prince.  He pulled away from her neck to look at her, and he looked pitiful enough that she wondered if he was pulling the wool over her eyes even as her gut twisted.  “I missed you.”

The sentence trailed off at the end as a prompt.  He looked so sure that she felt the same that she tried to look disinterested.  That only seemed to amuse him.

“Did you miss me?” he asked leadingly.

“Did pigs fly?”

He sighed dreamily.  “Such a lady, my girl is.”

She snorted.  If she wasn’t, it was all his fault.  “I guess that makes two of us, Willamina.  What was that all about?”

He winked.  “I have hidden depths.  Secrets like you wouldn’t believe.”

She rolled her eyes.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Since her mother was all-aboard the William train, Buffy didn’t have to sneak around and they saw one another even more than before.  After school, anyway.  She could only imagine how people would treat her if they knew.

Him, too.  The things they’d say behind his back.  Or to his face, and she didn’t want him getting into creamed by her exes…or being the one doing the creaming….

Luckily, he didn’t push it.  They just went on as before.

They also didn’t talk about what Spike had said to her, that night in the backseat.  It was like it had never happened.

Except it had, and she couldn’t forget about it.

She thought about it every time he touched her.

~*~*~*~*~*~

“Spike….”  She squirmed and started to push at his shoulders, but he kissed her.

“Relax, luv.  So beautiful, aren’t you?  My girl.”

‘Relax.’  She didn’t understand how she could.  She was so hot, she was actually sweating.  Ladies might not sweat, but she didn’t think this could really be called a glisten.

She clung to him.  How was she supposed to relax when everything inside was tightening.  He was touching her there, through her panties.  Every time he did this, it was as if he were waiting for something.  She didn’t understand what, but she let him touch her, longer each time, and it felt good.  

Except now it felt like something was wrong inside, getting uncomfortable.  He didn’t stop this time when she tried to warn him off.  Maybe because she didn’t push him away—she pulled him closer.  He just watched her face, breath ragged, while his fingers concentrated on that one place that felt better than all the others—the one that made her jump when he brushed it lightly, and was now making her ache as he rubbed little circles.

Her hips twisted with discomfort, and he brushed a kiss over her cheek as she murmured his name

Spike shifted, eyes flickering over her face, and then two of his fingers were pushing against the cotton, until they eased inside.

Buffy’s breath caught, and she went as stiff and still as a board.  She didn’t want to go all the way.  Not now, not till….  She didn’t want to.  She shouldn’t want to.  He really shouldn’t put anything—

In the midst of her panic, suddenly his hand was gone, and he was cupping her face and neck, brushing his mouth against hers.  “Shhh.  Just wanna make you feel good, nothin’ else.”  When his knuckles brushed very lightly against her panties, she jolted, so sensitive.  She was a little embarrassed when her hips strained up towards the teasing touch, but she felt him smile against her ear.  “Not gonna hurt you.”  His voice dropped, like he was telling a secret.  “I love you.”

They hadn’t talked about that at all.  Not since the first time.  A different kind of warmth pooled in her belly and she relaxed a little.  He kissed the soft spot he liked, under her ear.  He felt so solid.

“Wanna show you something, pigeon.  Can I?”  Her throat stuck.  She was scared.  “If it’s ok, run your hand through my hair.”

She paused, uncertain, but then she did.  Threaded her fingers in at the hairline and combed back, and immediately he turned his head and caught her palm in a kiss.  

When he touched her, her breath hitched.  His fingers slid under her panties, pushed them aside.  They’d never done this before.  It seemed so much bigger than everything else.  He kissed her.

He traced lightly at first, but she was already so wound up that she jolted as soon as he brushed against that one spot.  It was better when he returned there with two fingers, pressing and rubbing, and the feeling sparked sharp now with no cloth in the way.  Her first instinct was to clamp together, but he kissed her cheek and gently pushed against one thigh until she was spread wide—wider than before.  She blushed but stayed that way, actually moaning and pressing against his hand when he touched her again…deciding she liked the new openness.  

She couldn’t help the movement of her hips as he kept touching her.  He liked it.  Encouraged her with near-moaning whispers, and now his own hips were moving against the seat, and it made her shudder, thinking about his hips moving against hers—

His fingers slipped inside.  

Way inside.  A few knuckles in, and he was still touching that good place with his thumb, and there was an excited spasm of her muscles there around his fingers, which felt very odd, and immediately Spike murmured “Oh, fuck!” and Buffy realized he had actually never said that word before.  It was funny, to realize he had restrained himself in one thing after all, and she had just made him forget it.

He kissed her again, hard, but then everything began to happen very fast.  He began to work his hand against her more rapidly and she felt that strange building pressure.  She wasn’t sure that she liked it, but it made her move against his hand and pull away from the kiss gasping.  And that just made him touch her more desperately.

“That’s it.  Come on, baby.”

They were both sweating an awful lot, moving in this frenzied way, and she didn’t know what he wanted her to do, but her hand fisted hard in his hair, nervous.  It only made him breathe harder.  She did too, fast and shallow, disoriented by the building feeling, and that was when it started.  The faster she panted, the more her body seemed to shimmer, building and building, but even that didn’t prepare her for the sudden deafness, blindness as her body spasmed hard, repeatedly.  She was dimly aware that she was making noise, and he was murmuring something excitedly against her ear, but it was all she could do to breathe and feel, fingers pulling at his hair and his t-shirt.  And then the bottom dropped out and she was back, shuddering at the last stroke of his hand before he pulled away.

When he tried to pull back to look at her, she clung tenaciously until his arms wrapped around her back and he hugged her hard—he had never hugged her before, or she had never let him—and that’s when she realized she was crying.

Not ugly crying, just…tears.  And definite sniffles.  And she couldn’t stop for a while, even though she really wanted to.  He was laughing, but she didn’t want to hit him for it, and it seemed like he wasn’t really doing it on purpose either.

Eventually she let him pull away a little, still breathing hard as his weight eased off.  “What was that?”

He wore this knowing, contented little smile as he stroked her cheek.  “You okay, kitten?”

“…Yeah.”  She felt so good…relaxed and calm, and there was this strange feeling of well-being everywhere that almost seemed to radiate out from where he had touched her.

Spike shifted so he was lying on his side next to her, head propped on his elbow, and when he winced and bent slightly at the hip, she saw the bulge in his jeans that neither of them ever mentioned.  He smoothed her skirt back down and kissed her nose.  “Good.”

She knew what that thing was and what it meant…mostly.  She knew boys were supposed to want you to touch it, but Spike had never asked her to do that.  He used to grind it against her while they kissed, back in the beginning, but it made her nervous and he had stopped.  

Two fingers lifted her chin from where she was staring, and then his hand shifted to brush back her hair.  It must be a total rat’s nest.  She had to look like a wreck, but he just smiled at her smugly, proud of himself, and for some stupid reason, she couldn’t stop smiling back.

His hand dropped to rest on her waist.

“I want you to meet my mum.”

She choked at the sudden change of subject.  “…Now?”

He snorted…and then started to laugh.  “Not bloody likely.  Try tomorrow, you silly cow.”

She drew in a breath, but he beat her to it.  “No, not a cow.  Something small, and cute.  A tiny little piglet.  Or,” he corrected quickly, seeing her eyes flare.  “A lamb.  Yeah, that’s it.  Wooly little lamb.  You’ve got a cute tail.”

“Baaaa.”

He snorted out a laugh.  “I take it back, definitely a cow.”

She swatted at him until he kissed her, both of them laughing like silly children.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Meeting Spike’s mother was…surreal.

The house was nothing like she expected…although if she was pressed to explain what she had expected, she wouldn’t know what to say.  Her image of him certainly hadn’t involved a house much bigger than her own family’s, in the same neighborhood where Cordelia lived…the neighborhood that belonged to the whole country-club set.  Complete with country club.  

That explained where he got the money for the car.

His home was full of lace and soft colors, and he looked out of place sitting on the sofa in black leather.  If it hadn’t been for the clear affection between himself and his mother, Buffy would have thought the place belonged to a complete stranger and Spike was putting her on.

But he wasn’t.  He held her hand but kept a respectable distance between them as they had tea with his mother, and it became clear that Spike…her growly, sarcastic, foul-mouthed boyfriend was…a momma’s boy.

When his mother told Buffy that he hadn’t stopped talking about her for months, Spike avoided her eyes and blushed, no joke.  She was beginning to suspect that ‘William’ hadn’t been a complete act.

He was so civilized with his mother that Buffy was almost surprised when he wanted to go parking afterwards. 

She should have known.  He always wanted to go parking.  He was shameless that way.

~*~*~*~*~*~

“Your mom is so smart.  I can’t believe she has her doctorate.”

Spike nuzzled from her throat up to her ear, and Buffy shuddered as his teeth nipped her, breath tickling.  “Do me a favor, pet, and let’s not talk about my mum, yeah?  Sorta puts me off the mood.”

She rolled her eyes, smiling.  “Atomic warfare couldn’t put you off the mood.”

He copped a feel mischievously.  “Our children will glow in the dark, but they will know what true love looks like with their own three eyes.”

Buffy laughed but her heart constricted at the casual declaration.  Even if he was mostly kidding.

He leaned in to kiss her and she turned her head.  “Spike.”

He sighed out his exasperation through his nose and kissed her neck.  “Mmm?”

“When we first met, I never expected you to respect me.”

“Mmm-hhmm.”

“At all.”

She felt him smile against her throat.  “Yeah, I know.”

“That doesn’t bother you?  That I thought….”

“That I was the slime on the bottom of your stylish little shoe?”

She pushed at him uncomfortably, ashamed of herself, and irritated that he was still touching her when he should be mad.  

“It’s not funny.”

“It is, pigeon, because I practically asked you to think of me that way.”

“I just don’t understand….  I’ve seen how you are with your mom.  And mine.  Why do you act—”

When he grinned, it made her all warm.  “Like a naughty, naughty boy?  Got you all hot, didn’it?”

Buffy’s eyes widened.  “It did not!”

Spike scoffed, laughing at her.  “Now you’re just lying shamelessly.”

Okay.  So…she was.  But she probably shouldn’t admit that hating him made her want him.  It was…unseemly.  “I didn’t really like you when you were like that.”

“No.  But the lure doesn’t have to be tasty, luv, just shiny.”

“So now I’m a fish?  I think that’s worse than being a cow.”

“Depends, really.  When are you going to let me stuff and mount you?”  

She didn’t blush quite as much as she would have when they first met.  She laughed instead, and hit him on the shoulder.  He just enjoyed seeing how fast he could make her flip out.    

And she wasn’t going to…let him do that anytime soon, but when she tugged on his belt loop until he settle his hips against hers, his eyes warmed and it made her chest catch for a reason other than nervousness.  He kissed her, tongue slipping through to stroke her teeth and tongue and the roof of her mouth, and when his hips flexed down into hers, she could feel the bulge pressing between her legs.

She felt restless.  Her hips squirmed under his until he ran his hands down to coax her legs to wrap around his waist.  

He moaned and murmured nice things in her ear, and brushed her face with soft little kisses.

The shift in position made her more…open, and with the movement of his hips, he was rubbing against all the best places.  She gasped in a short burst of air and tightened her legs around him, and her arms, liking his solidness, and he didn’t tease her with knowing looks and evading touches.  He just rocked against her, expression heavy and lax.  She’d never seen him like this before.  

She rocked her hips up against his and he moaned again, biting his lip.  She liked it.  She did it again.

He kissed her hungry, greedy, and they rocked faster and the car rocked with them, and Buffy felt that building buzz.  His mouth grew more and more absent against hers until he dropped his forehead into the crook of her shoulder, like his head was very heavy.  He was panting, and fondling her breast, and every stroke of his hips was dragging something hard against her in a way that made her more and more desperate.

“Spike….”

His face turned and his teeth sank into her flesh just before he brushed a wet, open mouth over the mark.  For some reason, that made her flush hotter.  She whimpered and swiveled her hips up hard and fast as he ground against her.  Her breath caught and her arms locked as her body throbbed with pleasure.

She stayed there, riding that high wave until Spike moaned and clutched her tighter, shuddering as his hips stopped working and his weight relaxed against her.

His face stayed nestled against her throat, pressing a little kiss there, and Buffy let her fingers tangle into the curls that had worked loose at the base of his neck.  She felt….  He shifted, snugging her closer, and Buffy felt a wave of warm affection, chased closely by something strange.  Like…knowledge.  Knowing how he felt when he came apart in her arms.  Knowing she’d done that to him.  

Knowing she’d never made him feel that way before, even though he always tried to make her feel good.

It made her feel joyful and sad and guilty and grateful and…older, all at once.

Spike stirred, rousing himself to shift his weight away, but she held it where it was, and he kissed her cheek.  And then her mouth…a soft, soft kiss.  She expected him to make a dumb, teasing joke, but he just kept touching her like she was made of glass and kissing her face while she tried not to cry.  Her skin felt very thin.

“Let’s go out this weekend, luv.”

“Of course.”  She thought it was pretty much unspoken that they would.  She didn’t understand why he was asking.  If possible, his expression grew more serious.

“No, I mean out.  On a real date.  Burger and shake at Harry’s, that kind of thing.”

Buffy’s chest felt all tight.  She wasn’t ready for this…thing to be scrutinized by everyone.  All of a sudden it felt too new.  She’d been lying to herself, but she was real gone for Spike.  It made her feel all vulnerable and wobbly, and she wasn’t ready to share it.

But when his eyes dulled and he pulled away, it only made her feel worse.  “I know you never expected me to respect you, pet.  Wish I could say I hadn’t expected the same from your end.  Or that it bothered me just as little.”

The air in the car was dead silent and still.  Buffy smoothed her rumpled circle skirt over her lap self-consciously, throat tight.  But when he popped the back door open to climb back behind the wheel, she snapped out of it.

She swallowed past the lump in her throat.  “Yeah, okay.  If you wanna be all…boring, we can make that scene.  Thought you were supposed to be a bad boy.”

As recoveries went, it was pretty transparent, but when Spike relaxed, face lighting with a grin, she knew she’d made the right decision.  No matter what everyone said.  “Reckon it’ll piss off the jocks to see me with their girl.”  He frowned.  “Not that you dated all of them…did you?”

“Spike.”  She barely bothered to roll her eyes.  He pulled her into his lap for a kiss.

“It’s gonna be alright.  World’s not gonna crumble, yeah?”

He smelled nice.  Under the cigarettes.  She should have known he was more than your average greaser, to smell like that.  For the first time, she wondered what his friends were going to think of her.

She felt like the whole world really was about to end.

“Yeah.  It’ll be just fine.”

~*~*~*~*~*~*~

And it was.  The first month was awful.  She lost most of her friends, the evacuation being led by none other than Cordelia Chase, of course.  People said horrible things that made her cry and made Spike defensive.  

Those first two weeks, he had three fist-fights with Angel and Riley alone.  At least half of it was his fault.  He didn’t know when to keep his mouth shut, but that was something she already knew.

But eventually, things got better.  Her friends from her advanced classes stuck by her, like Willow and Fred.  Some of Spike’s friends turned out to be just as bad as Cordy, but Buffy really liked Xander, and Oz.  And after three weeks of posturing and arguing and laying into one another, Angel and Spike actually ended up friends.

Really good friends.  Which was too disturbing to be named.

And now that everything was out in the open, they were really happy.  Best of all, there were no more secrets.

~*~*~*~*~*~

“Happy, happy last week of school to everyone.  Have I mentioned how much I’m looking forward to the summertime?”

The cafeteria was buzzing with excited chatter.  Angel smirked.  “You might have brought it up.”

“Well, my mysteriously silent friend, I repeat myself so it’s clear:  very much looking forward to three months of hanging.”

“We got the message loud and clear, Xan.”

“Good, Buff.  Wouldn’t want any miscommunication on this subject.”

Willow jumped in.  “What good?  Not good!  We still have finals and stuff.  Really hard, cumulative finals.”

“Not if you’re a slacker like me.  It’s your own fault for being smart, really.”

“I don’t see why I need to take the sodding final for European History anyway.  It’s you Yanks who need that education.  I should get a free pass.”

“Yeah, especially since…royal family.  It stands to reason you already know that stuff.”

Their table fell dead silent.  Everybody alternated between staring at a suddenly flustered and self-conscious Willow, or Spike, who looked stubbornly oblivious, and like he was considering going out for a smoke.

Buffy was the first to snap out of it.  When she hit him, he flinched away with an ‘ow,’ but he wasn’t getting any sympathy.  “Royal family??”

“Technically.”

“How have you never mentioned this?”

His face was innocently blank.  “Didn’t seem important.”

“He’s probably ashamed of all the in-breeding,” Angel supplied.  Spike made a hand gesture that he’d assured them was very rude in England. 

“Not important?  This is important.”

“You’re right, it is.  Horribly important.  That’s why I didn’t tell you.  I knew you were a money-grubber and I didn’t want you to be blinded by ambitions for the throne.”

“Buffy, Queen of England.  I could dig it.”  Oz smiled at her.

“Look, if it makes you feel better, I’m fairly sure someone would have to poison half of England to even approach my name on the list.  It’s really not a big deal, luv.  ‘S just too weird to talk about, here.  You lot have strange ideas.”

Buffy had never known Spike to hold back from bragging about anything, but she was slightly appeased by the explanation.  “Still, it’s sort of romantic, when you think about it.”

“That’s right,” Xander confirmed.  “When you think about it, he’s your smoking, swearing, drinking Prince Charming.”
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